CHAPTER IX
THE HUNDRED-HEADED HYDRA

AFTER the exhausting labours of this siege, where nothing
had been done but by his orders and under his eyes,
Richelieu had need of a spell of relaxation and rest. This
was necessary,, not only to allow him to rebuild his forces,
but the better to consider the work already accomplished,
to survey its stages, to determine what was to follow, and,
above all, to taste, with the joy of victory, the hope of new
success. But his destiny withheld from him these hours of
contemplation, which are perhaps the only hours of a
man's existence in which he can be truly conscious of his
realisations and enjoy his life. His own was so precarious!
Threatened from within and from without, by illness
which slowly consumed it, by assassins who lay in wait
for it, it could only survive by the daily grace of Providence
and by the will power which seemed to stay both disease
and the assassin.   For several years now, Richelieu was
aware that he was exposed to a violent and dangerous
crisis. He could never see it further ahead than six months:
this was the utmost limit which he allowed himself. But,
of these six months not a single minute must be lost, not
a single instant must be given over to suffering, to weari-
ness, or to joy. Thus, from one period to the next, he built
up for himself an existence relatively short, if we compare
it with others, but which was perhaps the fullest of all
human lives.  If we consider it in its totality, sum up its
176